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Lucky Strike 


EXT NIGHT WIDE 


we pan down from a black night sky and land in the middle 
of a suburban street, spotted with municipal lights. 


The night bugs chirp 


Suddenly headlights appear at the end of the street. It 
starts as a small white dot perhaps 50 yards away. 
the cars cruise continues the entire length of the street, 
the beams of light are now a wall of white — it turns just 
in front of the camera. 
we pan with the car and reveal The Place Where It Happens. 


Under the industrial beam of a street lamp the car is 
parked, and anything beyond the cone of light produced is 
hardly illuminated, save a White Victorian style mailbox. 


CUT TO MEDIUM LOW, HEADLIGHT 


the circular headlamp extinguished as the engine is turned 
off. the camera slides up to the windshield as the driver 
steps out. 


There is silence save the cicadas and slight hum from of a 
streetlamp—pierced only by the closing of the car door. 


In the reflection of its window Jack checks his hair and 
sideburns. Not Bad. He goes to retrieve a comb from his 
coat pocket, but something catches his eyes and ears 


In the shadows of the street, a faint figure shuffles along 
the cement, slightly stumbling, dragging and scraping his 
shoes on the hard ground. 


Jack, seemingly undisturbed, turns back to his reflection. 
It’s probably just some drunk dude—after all, it is a 
holiday. 


He combs his hair to his liking. 
The shuffling shoes are closer. 
He looks back to the figure, then smirks. 


Retrieves a pee ef Gasreltes and 
puts eres bedween his Lips: 








o 


“Had a little too much to drink have we?” 


No response. 
He shev4s anc pt tucks fhe crg ext Te behind his ear. 
Jack begins his walk to the house. slowing down as the 
‘ figure enters the light. 


“you gunna be alright?” 


CUT TO CLOSE UP, F1.4 
The stranger approaches and we see a terrible face. 


Rotted Flesh. Blood in its mouth. Its breaths are more like 
growls. It’s gaze inhuman. 


It stops in its tracks. 


CUT TO CLOSE UP JACK 
The relaxed Jack has evaporated, leaving only a horrified 
shell of a man. 
It is a face full of terror. 


CUT TO WIDE, SIDEVIEW, SYMMETRICAL 


There is silence. 
And then 
the zombie charges 


[The sound of the shriek is morphed into the shrill of a 
boiling tea kettle] 


SCENE 2 
QUICK CUT TO TEAPOT/CUP 
The kettle is taken off the stove by Jane, and brought over 
to the cup on the counter. She proceeds to make her tea. 


[This footage quick cuts between the peaceful teatime and 
terrified jack running away. He runs to doors across lawns 
to no avail] ° 


Back to the XCU: 
Jane takes her cup and walks by the camera foreground 


CUT TO MEDIUM, PANNING 
Jane sits on the couch and cozies up with her hot tea. 








[This footage also quick cuts between jack running and jane 
getting cozy. It ends on jack running] 


MEDIUM 
Jack, center screen, turns right to cross the lawn. He 
approaches the door 


CUT BACK 


Jane at the couch. The faint sound of her mus 
bugs of the night. She goes to take a sip- and then 


ic, and the 


BANG! the door is slammed open as jack falls inside, quick 


to get up and shut bine 
A startled jane jumps in her chair, spilling the brand new 
boiling hot tea on her face. 


SHE SCREAMS 
SHE RUNS 
SHE TRIPS 
SHE HITS HER HEAD 
she’s dead. 


The zombie pounds on the door. 
f; JX 
Jack sits against it, out of breath. He looks at Janes set 
on the floor. He crawls toward, slowly. His breaths 
shaking. He looks over the edge of the coffee table and her 
lifeless body appears. 


Jack suddenly has to vomit. 


CLOSEUP 
He rushes to the sink and lets it all out. 


CUT TO JANE 
she begins to show signs of life. but it soon becomes 
apparent that only part of her remains. She is the undead. 
She begins to growl and stand up 


CUT BACK: 
Jack is out of breath still. It takes him a while to raise 
his head out of the sink. He grabs a rag to wipe is mouth. 


CUT TO MEDIUM 
Just as he wipes his mouth, a man enters from the backdoor, 
his hands full with paper grocery bags. Startled by the 
presence of a stranger in his house he quickly speaks 





“who the fuck are you?” 


Then, a sound of footsteps from the other room. 
He glances off screen 


“Oh Hey babe” He says, just as she charges at him. He drops 
the groceries, she bites into his shoulder, they both fall 
to the ground. 


CUT TO LOW CLOSEUP JACK 
His face says what the fuck did i just see. 


Disconcerting violin plays, it amplifies, it consumes his 
ears—-his mind. It becomes so loud and shrill he closes his 
eyes hard. 


KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK 


His head turns toward the noise. 


CUT TO OTS DOOR 
A dazed Jack decides to open the door of a strangers house. 
A cop stands outside. 
“Sir, we’ve had some noise complaints. Jeste~cirecking, is 
everything alright?” 


CUT TO OTS COP (both in view) 
a pause 
Woarove 


CUT TO CLOSEUP JACK 
He lets out a nervous “yes” 
totally unconvincing to the cop. 


CUT TO OTS JACK 
The cop peers inside, behind jack. He sees the bodies on 
the kitchen floor and immediately unholsters his weapon. 


“Show me your hands!” The cop yells 
Jack begins to back up, opening the door up all the way 
CUT TO OTS COP 
Jacks hands are up, and he’s backed into the room a bit. He 


looks so helpless. 


CUT TO CLOSEUP COP 





His gun on Jack, his eyes on Jack, all his attention on 
Jack. 


“On the ground NOW!” 


The zombie comes around the corner and bites the cop in the 
shoulder. 


CUT TO ? 
The cop, in agony, involuntarily pulls the trigger. Jack 
takes it in the torso and falls back into the room 


CUT TO EXT 
The cop manages to shoot the zombie as they fall to the 
ground. 


CUT TO MCU JACK 
He sits up against the wall, his shirt drenched in red. He 
is in maximum shock. 


CUT TO EXT 
The zombie and the cop lie lifeless on the lawn under the 
porch light. The shot holds out. We begin to hear a 
shuffling. 
Jack stumbles through the front door. He begins to run, 
begtns visually grossed out by the two bodies. He exits the 


being screen. 


CUT TO SHAKY OTS STREET 
He stumbles toward his jeep and falls down against the 
tice wheel. He sits and breathes until his gaze falls upon the 
cigarette that fell from his ear. 
He grimaces as he reaches for it. He pops it in his mouth 
and again grimaces as he searches for his lighter. He 
raises it to the cigarette 


CUT TO SIDE VIEW CLOSEUP 
He lights the cigarette. We hear the soft crackle as he 
takes a large pull. He exhales in ecstasy. 
The smoke fills the air, and, just as he takes a second 
pull, 


12 pairs of zombie legs approach the beam of the 
streetlight. shuffling their feet. growling. 


The cigarette falls from jacks mouth. 


CUT TO BLACK 


